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common sense could draw. We still had left our third alternative,
the superhuman one of clearing a runway on the old thick ice of
the floes. But in fifteen days of moving around we had not seen a
floe big enough to serve as a flying field.
A dense fog shrouded the ice on the morning of June 6. As soon
as they had swallowed their breakfast chocolate, Riiser-Larsen and
Dietrichson strapped on their skis, growled a word or two of fare-
well, and disappeared into the smother. They were off on a do-or-
die hunt for what might well prove to be the unfindable—an ice-
cake that would serve our forlorn purpose.
The rest of us stayed with the N 25, which floated in the lead
channel we had last broken—the last we were going to break. Now
and then one of us pumped out water entering through the leaky
joints of the mistreated hull. Amundsen and I wrote in our diaries,
took a sounding through the lead, snapped a few pictures when
the fog thinned at noon. Feucht brooded within his own spiritual
fog. Omdal wiped and greased the engines. With some appre-
hension we noticed that the lead was slowly closing. Omdal started
the Therm-X heaters to warm the engines ready for a quick pulL
Late in the afternoon Riiser-Larsen and Dietrichson returned,
and we knew by their faces that they bore good news. Ski-ing in
thick fog, they had had but little luck, but during a short break
after noon they saw a big cake shining in the distant sunlight. They
made their way to it, explored it, and estimated its north-and-south
diameter at three hundred yards. This was none too long for a run-
way; but, on hard ice and lightened of all excess cargo, the ship
might fly in that distance.
The good news was not entirely unmitigated. In the first place,
this ice-cake was more than half a mile away. Between it and our
lead lay two floes separated by wide crevasses. These would have
to be bridged. One pressure ridge lay as a barrier wall across the
route. In addition, we had to lift the ship out of the lead and upon
the first floe. And when we reached the big cake, the problem of
a runway had still to be solved.
In other words, we were confronted with a job of Arctic road-
building. Instead of rock, gravel, and cement, our road-metal was
ice and snow. For tools we had such things as frail wooden shovels
and sheath-knives tied to the ends of ski-poles. And it was no

